











“The supreme com- 
bination of all that 
is fine in motor cars” 




















Color 4 Nature abounds in beautiful 


and harmonious color com- 
binations. The birds, the flowers, the sunset 
skies, set perfect examples—and point the way 
to brilliant color schemes all in perfect taste. 


Yet what artistry is required in the selection 
of shades and tones to satisfy the modern 
vogue for color in motor cars! Packard has a 
special Board of Color made up of men of long 
experience and artistic judgment. These men 
create the standard color combinations which 
charm the eye in such wide variety on today’s 
Packard Six. And they advise on the special re- 


quirements of thosewho buy the Packard Eight. 


Whether Six or Eight is your choice you may 
be as sure of the charm and good taste of the 
Packard’s color scheme as you are of its last- 
ing beauty. For Packard lavishes as much care 
and effort on the unusual processes which 
preserve the car’s color and finish as upon 
the selection of the shades which will appeal 
to Packard’s discriminating clientele. 


Nothing finer is offered anywhere in the world 
than the enduring brilliance of Packard cars 
—long in life and long in beauty of lines 


and finish. 
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Ace ording to a press re port, A ten vear old schoolgirl of 
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have also installed revolving ceil menced teaching English. 


ings. 
It is estimated that Prohibition 
William Beebe, the famous has made more than one hundred 


naturalist, says that it is perfectly millionaires in the city of Chicago 
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“Last night on the back porch.” 








JUDGE, Volume 93, No. 2385 July 16, 1927 Entered as Second-C las Matter, October 21, 1881, at the 
1879 Additional entry at Jamaica, L.I., N. Y $5.00 a year 15c a cor Published Weekly by Judge Pu 
aad copyrichted 1927, by them in the U. S. and Great Britain; Fred L. Rogan, President; Norman An 


St., New Vork, N. ¥Y Particular attention is called to the fact that every article and picture 
Copyright Law of the 


thony 


appearing in 
Ls 


Advertising Department: 627 West 43rd St., New York; 225 North Michigan A 


Advertising Manager, C. Stuart Heminway. 


1 








“, 4 
Me 


jawes Tranbete~ 


What th country needs more 
than non-stop flights in aviation 
is a few non-stop flights in 
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matrimony, 


It has been estimated that one 
hundred million years were re 
quired to carve out the Hudson 
River Palisades. This gives it all 


the earmarks of a Government jol ‘ 


Certain fishes, such as sole and 
turbot, change their color accord 
ing to the time of the year. Dur 
ing the bathing season | the) 
probal ly turn a bright pink and 


ret to the middie of the ocean. 
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Full Moon 


The night was perfect. It was 
one of those warm July evenings 
and they were together again— 
Tom and Flossie. 

“The moon will be up soon, 
darling,” said Tom as he gazed 
up into her eyes. - 

“Do you remember the last 
time, dear?” said Flossie. 

“Yes, dear, I do,” replied Tom. 
“And tonight it will be the same 
old moon and the same old spot, 
and we will just sit and drink it 
in—just you and me. Oh! Isn’t 
it wonderful, Flossie? It’s sim- 
ply intoxicating.” 

The strains of a dance or- 
chestra were wafted to their ears 
as the two lovers sat and waited 
for the moon—their moon. Soon 


The censors divide up the park benches. 


———————__, 


it would suffuse them with its 
warmth and they would be as in 
heaven under its spell. 

A voice interrupted the com- 
placency of the scene: “Hey, 
Tom! Here’s your quart of corn 
licker; and don’t say I took any, 
it’s full to the cork.” 

—Jackx Ciuettr 


Weather or No 


Rain poured, 

Galoshes flapped, 
Umbrellas bobbed, 
Slickers shined, 

And with a warning 
Blast of her fog horn 
Into the middle 

Of the river 

Slipped the 

Moonlight Excursion Boat. 


Moonlight Romance 


She was fair like the bloom on a 
blossoming rose, 
And he looked like a sheik with 
a paraffin nose; 
They had met in the park on an 
evening in June 
And had plighted their troth 
by the light of the moon. 


Oh, they vowed to be faithful, 
they vowed to be true, 
Which shows us, alas, what the 
moonlight can do; 
They parted with sighs at the end 
of the lane, 
And nevermore saw one another 
again. 
—Nate Cover 
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Oh, Night of Love! 


It was a night of nights, re- 
splendent with the silvery light 
of the moon, a balmy evening in 
spring, perfumed by the fragrance 
of apple blossoms and lilacs. 

We were sitting by the lily- 
pond in the park. A refreshing 
stillness prevailed, except for the 
croaking of the. frogs at the far 
end of the pond. 

The spell of the night envel- 
oped me with romance. - Every 
atom of my being felt the urge 
to express the great emotion that 
was pent up in my heart. I was 
compelled by that irresistible 
force to pour out my love for this 
beautiful creature at my side, 
whom the mooztight made more 
magnificent than ever. 

Aflame with eloquence inspired 
by the ecstasies of that glorious 
night, I told her that not until 
that moment had I ever known 
what love could mean, but that 
now I had found the girl of my 
dreams. 

And when at last I paused a 
moment for breath, she kicked a 
pebble into the water, yawned, 
and said, “My Gawd, but I’m 
hungry. Where can we go to 
eat?” 

—Ftorence Vanarp CRANE 


“Do you see what I see, Cynthia? 
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terrible! 





“These fine moonlight nights sure make a fellow restless.” 

















That gin must have been 


The Same Old Moon 


June, the month of love and 
lovers, of moonlit nights and soft 
winds, of lilacs and new grass. 
June, and Oscar Whipple was go- 
ing to meet the girl of his dreams. 
The same moon that had shone 
on Romeo and Juliet, on Dante 
and Beatrice, on Paola and Fran- 
cesca, beamed its approval on 
Oscar and his armful of violets. 

June, the same moonlit nights 
and soft winds, the same lilacs 
and new grass. June ten years 
later and Oscar Whipple was 
again going to meet the girl of 
his dreams. The same moon that 
had shone on the famous lovers of 
history again beamed its approval 
on Oscar and his armful of pota- 
toes, sugar, stove polish, break- 
fast food, canned salmon, clothes 
pins and laundry soap. 

Jack SHUTTLEWORTH 
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Brevity is the soul of the frock 
business. 
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WHAT A LITTLE MOONLIGHT CAN DO 
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“Whutcha lookin’ at?” 
“I loves to watch youah feet go, big boy, it look like a boat race.” 


Moon Magic 
By Artuur L. Lippmann 


You would not look a second 
time at Henry Peterson. Nobody 
ever did. If, however, your first 
hasty glance revealed only a 
scraggly mustache, a weak chin 
and watery eyes, you might look 
once again for some signs of a 
benevolent Nature’s compensa- 
tion. But there were none. For 
seventeen years Henry had pre- 
cariously perched on a high stool 
transposing monotonous little 
figures from a journal to a ledger. 
This was the Song of His Life: 
“Debit cash and credit Accounts 
Payable . Debit Brown and 
credit Blake” day in and 
day out, week after week, month 
after month. 


Peterson’s early morning en- 
trances to his office were furtive 
and unostentatious, as befit an 
humble bookkeeper. Recently he 
had found a. typewritten slip on 
his desk each day reading in 
neatly typed capitals: “YOU 
GREAT BIG BEAUTIFUL 
MAN.” He would blush furiously, 
wipe his forehead with the back 
of his alpaca sleeve and plunge 
recklessly into his debit-credit 
symphony. A great resentment 
welled up in his heart against his 


flippant associates who thus 
mocked his complete physical in- 
adequacy. Let them have their 
joke! Though the bitter irony of 
the notes hurt him, he was too 
game to show it and hastily threw 


them into the waste paper basket - 


attitude of 
which he 


and assumed an 
haughty indifference 
knew fooled nobody. 
There are millions like Henry 
Peterson. They sway in trolleys, 
they crowd into subways, they 
drive popping little flivvers from 
Paradise Park—the Suburb Beau- 


Moonlight and roses. 
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tiful—to the First National Bank 
Building in hundreds of cities. 
They tend little gardens and tune 
little radios. They save little 
savings and raise little children. 
Only Henry, alas, was a bachelor, 
which made it just a little harder. 
But that night when the moon- 
light shone, when Romance sailed 
on the fragile clouds. . . . But 
wait. 

One afternoon when the rest of 
the staff dashed off at five o’clock, 
Henry did not shed his alpaca 
coat. The monthly statements 
were a day or two late and he 
elected to stay down and get 
them out rather than to play his 
flute or read SELF MASTERY 
magazine in his lonesome hall 
bedroom. And as he worked by 
his window overlooking the great 
city, dusk*came gradually and laid 
its dark mantle over the stone 
forests. Little lights twinkled in 
the neighboring offices. From the 
river came the muffled toots of tug 
whistles and then a huge beaming, 
kindly old moon sailed in from 
behind a layer of clouds and 
smiled on the silent city. 

Henry toiled on, unaware that 
the moonbeams were _ racing 
through his sparse hair and 
dancing wild little gavottes all 

(Continued on page 24) 
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IS PROHIBITION WORKING? 


A Nation-wide Investigation Conducted by JUDGE 








KEY TO CHART 
1. Home plate. 
2. Atlantic Ocean. 


8. Lackawanna 110. Ask for 
Frank. 

4. Shield worn by official inter- 
viewed. 

5. Cross-section view of Wash- 
ington. 


6. Explanation of statistics: 
(a) Saloons in Washington be- 
fore the war. 
(6) Cocktails consumed before 
breakfast in Washington. 
(c) Total hang-overs Yale- 
Harvard gave since 1910. 
7. Band carried to stimulate 
morale of committee. 
8. Where bodies were last seen. 


Is Prohibition Working ? 


(Is the country all wet? Will 
prohibition or free silver be the 
issue at the next election? Is 
prohibition being enforced? Why? 
Jupee has sent two trusted agents 
on a nation-wide tour of inspec- 
tion to learn the truth. Recently 
they sailed out of the harbor at 
midnight disguised as two old 
tugboats in order to keep their 
identity a secret. They will re- 
port exclusively for Jupce 
readers.) 


JupGEe 
New York City. 

Well, we've been investigating 
down here like you told us and 
we've been in all the museums and 


Route travelled by daring investigators. 








places and we find that in Wash- 
ington prohibition is working 
perfectly. 

At the start, we had some 
trouble making the natives under- 
stand us, and some of them were 
pretty suspicious. The first day 
we investigated, Mr. Gordon and 
me were riding along on our 


. bicycles, and Mr. Gordon saw an 


official on the street, so he got off 
and went over and said courte- 
ously: ‘““Where can we find a bar, 
buddy?” Well, the guy was so 
scared he fell clear off his feet, 
practically unconscious. The next 
official we saw I tried the same 
thing. He was a quiet-looking 
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little fellow playing innocently 
under the cherry trees, so I 
walked up beside him and leaned 


over and _ whispered softly: 
“Please, sir, can you direct us to 
a saloon?” Well, he _ blushes 


scarlet and puts his fingers in his 
ears and runs away screaming 
terribly! After that we had to use 
a system, so Mr. Gordon would 
pick out a _ steady-looking old 
official and gain his confidence by * 
feeding him celery and lump 
sugar, and then I’d come up real 
suddenly and slip the halter on 
him and we'd lead him right into 
the saloon without a bit of trouble. 
The only trouble then was to get 
him out. 

At first we went in all the 
stores and office buildings we 
came to and investigated, but after 
a while we gave that up and just 
went in the saloons and grocery 
stores, because constant investiga- 
tion showed that they were the 
only places in Washington where 
you could get anything fit to 
drink. 

We are glad to say we have 
showed up a lot of people who 
have been lying about Prohibition. 
We have proved that a lot of 
rumors about drinking in Wash- 
ington are nothing but fiendish 
prevarications! 1. There is no 
intoxicating liquor in Washing- 
ton’s monument. 2. They do not 
serve Tom Collins’ in the Smith- 
sonian Institute! 

We knew you'd be surprised, 
but we investigated thoroughly, 
and I think it is only another 
proof of what a fine president we 
really have. 

Our final investigation here was 
in official circles. We had heard 
that there was drinking in official 
(Continued on page 25) 











Summer reading. 















































THE OLD 'TRYSTING PLACE 
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DANCE MADNESS IN CONEY ISLAND 


By Beau PeretmMan 





Coney Island, July 15.—Every- 
body who is anybody at all (and 
most everybody is somebody) at 
this fashionable watering-place 
has gone mad over the latest big 
flash in dancing, the “Grizzly 
Hug.” Nightly the casinos and 
cafés chantants are crowded with 
members of the smart world ab- 
sorbed in learning the step, and 
wherever one goes he hears the 
new “ragtime” piece, “Valencia,” 
which is closely associated with 
this dance. At the “Idylle Houre” 
and the “Dew Droppe Inne,” the 
two best-known dancing places, 
Syncopating Sammy Sheffers and 
his Six Sardonic Saxophonists 
weave orgies of orchestration as 
the intent devotees of Terpsichore 
trip the light fantastic toe. Here 
one sees hundred-year-old dow- 
agers dancing with young scions 
of noble houses and youthful 
“flappers” threading the intricate 
maze with bored clubmen and 
raconteurs. 

The dance was introduced into 
this exclusive summer colony by 
Phil and Maizie Lukin, late of 
the Club Makowitz, Piccadilly; 
the pair are shown above dancing 
in the magnificent ballroom of the 
Fishbein Arms before an audience 
which numbers among those 
present such distinguished guests 
as Bishop Irving Shapiro of the 
Bronx and “Lucky Frankie” 
Hanley, the Flying Fenian, who 
made the first non-stop record 
between four speakeasies. 
Light-footed Lukins, as they are 
billed, run an estaminet and hot- 
dog kennel on the Boardwalk 


The. 


during the day and in the evening 
give lessons to those who would 
be au courant. ‘ 

Almost as “catchy” a tune as 
“Valencia” is the enormously 
popular “I Wanna Wander Back 
to Bay Ridge, Brooklyn,” the 
work of the prolific young com- 
poser, Johnny Bach, who plays 
here this season at the Orliansky 
Roof with his orchestra, “Johnny 
Bach’s Boyish Bummers.” The 
Orliansky Roof is perhaps the 
most correct place to dine and 
dance, as no rubber sneakers are 
allowed and shirts are compulsory. 

Men who know Coney Island 
say that there is a possibility of 
its becoming a rather well-known 
resort if the dance furore con- 
tinues, although the exclusive resi- 
dents seem loath to encourage 
newcomers outside their set. 
There have been rumors that 
amusements such as roller-coast- 
ers, ferris-wheels and side-shows 
will be introduced shortly, but 
small credence can be attached to 
them. Coney Island, we predict, 


ground of the “upper crust.” 


will always rank as the mn 














That Old Barber College of 
Mine 
Oh, some fellows hail 
Jolly Harvard or Yale 
As the college that leads all the 
rest, 
And they’re loud in their praise 
Of the dear student days 
On the campus that they love the 
best. 
And others again 
Like a school down in Tenn., 
While for old Scranton, Penn., 
Many pine. 
But the one school for me— 
Where I got my degree— 
Is that old Barber College of 
mine! 


CHORUS: 


Ah, that old Barber College of 
mine, 

With its red and white pepper- 
mint sign, 

Where we frosh learned to clip 
Plumbers’ necks and to snip 
With the shears in a fairly 

straight line! 
I remember the courses I feared 
Were “The Technique of Trim- 
ming the Beard” 
Or “Lathering II,” 
And “Upper Shampoo”— 
But doggedly I persevered; 
And now that my chair’s number 
nine 
And business, I thank you, is 
fine, 
As I strop in my shop 
I am proud of each wop 
From that old Barber College of 
mine ! 
—Artuur L. Lippmann 
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“We'll take it if ya’ll make usa» 
liberal allowance fer de old bus.” 
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A Practical-Minded Member of the Movement for the Reclamation of Hardened 


Criminals Does a Bit of Field Work 
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Well, if it isn’t one thing it’s 
another, as the old saying goes. 

. Now the sincere drinkers of 
the country are complaining be- 
cause I am slowing up on the 
recipes. ... So... I will keep 
faith with my great, big, beautiful 
public and devote this entire page 
to Bacchus. 


<—f— 


Now that the hot dog days of 


summer are here, one likes to 


think of long, frosted glasses and *¢ 


tinkling ice, and so forth, and 
so forth . . . which brings us right 
smack up to a Mint Fizz... . 
Put some nice, fresh mint in a 
bowl, also some powdered sugar 
and crush the mint.... Take the 
juice of a lime, the mint and a 
hooker of Gordon Water and pour 
into a tall glass, filled with 
cracked ice. . . . Fill the re- 
maining space with White Rock, 
Club Soda or Syphon. 


-o— 


This same formula works no 
end with Scotch, also, and is 
called a “Scotch Rickey.” .. . 
You can also look at the world 
through rose-colored glasses by 
adding a dash of grenadine to the 
Mint Fizz. 






How many of our little readers 
know how to make a Silver Fizz? 
. Raise your hands. . 


. Juice 
of a lime, white of an egg, 
powdered sugar, hooker of Gordon 
Water and fill with White Rock. 

. Boy, I sure am getting 


thirsty! 
—“— 

Henry Oretel suggests one jig- 
ger of Benedictine, one jigger of 
Scotch, two jiggers of Canada 
Dry and cracked ice. . . . He 
doesn’t give any name for this 
concoction, so we will call it “The 
O’Henry.” . . . Whew, my throat 


is dry! 

G. N. Scofield, of California, 
sends in a concoction which cer- 
tainly sounds cool. . I think 
he calls it “The Golden Gate” 


LWA T= 


orange one part Gordon 
Water. - Pardon me, while 
I turn on the electric fan. 


-— 


While we are on the subject of 
ice-cream, try taking one part 
vanilla ice cream and one part 
Gordon Water and fill up the 
glass with Silver King Fizz. . . . 
This is called a “Silver Stallion.” 

My, isn’t it hot today! 

Have you, of course you have, 
tried a “Ramos Fizz’? .. . It’s 
made the same as a Silver Fizz, 
with the addition of a little milk 
and a dash of orange juice. . . . 
It certainly is warm! 


need 


Wesley Hayes, of Wernersville, 
claims that two parts of applejack 
and cracked ice is great stuff. 

. . This is christened a “Logan 
Bask: a It isn’t the heat; it’s 
the humidity! 


—>— 


Mr. Dykema, of California (it 
must be the climate), sends in 
“The Los Angeles” . . . juice of 
one lemon, four hookers of 
Scotch, rye, or what have you, 

(Continued on page 28) 


ice, 





























one and one-half parts 
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Seattle Public Library 





The Complete Speech-Maker 


SPEECH ON BEING GIVEN THE 
GATE BY THE GIRL FRIEND 


Miss Buckminster, Relatives 
and Friends, Ladies and Gentle- 
men: Well, gorgeous, you thought 
you pulled a hot one when you 
just handed me the one-way 
ticket, didn’t you? I suppose you 
thought I’d flop down on the floor 
and moan like a banshee. Let me 
point out a few facts, that is, if 
you can keep that fat face of 
yours quiet for three minutes. 

The truth is, I’ve realized for 
a long time now that even if you 
had the money for a mud-pack 
you'd still look like a bad hang- 
over.. You have the kind of face 
that makes a gent wake up in the 
middle of the night in terror when 
he was only dreaming about you. 
And yet if it was only your face 
I wouldn’t mind. But you've got 
a tongue that makes your mother 
look like she had lockjaw—and 
believe me, babe, that’s saying 
something. How your poor old 
father ever stands that woman is 
more than I can figure out. By 
the time you’re as old as she is 
they’ll be giving you shots in the 
arm to quiet you. 

You ought to feel glad you met 
me, though; I did a lot for you. 
When I first met you, people used 
to avoid you like a diphtheria sign, 
but since I’ve been taking you 
around I notice they speak to you 
now and then; it must be because 
you're a friend of mine. 

And to think of some of the hot 
numbers that I’ve turned away on 
account of you! Only the other 
day I had to hang up on a little 
dame when she started crying 
over the phone how I hadn’t given 
her a minute lately. And then to 
think you having the gall to shove 
the skids under me! But you'll 
find out some day when it’s too 
late, and you'll curse yourself for 
letting a smooth benny like me 
slip through your fingers. 

Well, I'd like to tell you a few 
things about yourself if I had 
the time but it’s almost eight- 
fifteen and there’s a big blonde 
mamma waiting for me that makes 
you look like a pail of clinkers, 
so don’t cry because I’ve released 
you and call me up sometime. I'd 
like to see you if I’m not doing 
anything. 

‘ —S. J. Peretman 
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“Begging your pardon, Doctor, but there’s a patient of yours 
here, sir, for treatment.” 





Here’s the keen comfort campers’ car, equipped with well- 
stocked trout stream, real pine tree, grass flooring, one-half cord 
of firewood, electric lights and radio. (Bugs and flies extra.) 
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Being Practical About Peace 


officially Briand’s proposal for a treaty to out- 

law war between our two nations. The State 
Department has said that it “will be pleased to engage 
in diplomatic conversations on the subject.” These 
conversations will probably be verbose, protracted and 
cagey. At that they are likely to bring more result 
than the chatter about limitation of armaments. 

This latest conference at Geneva has. been typical 
not alone for what has been said but also, and more 
so, for what has been left unsaid. A disarmament 
conference, in these days, which takes so little account 
of aircraft! Admiral Sims has remarked acidly that 
“in another war the best thing to do with our battle- 
ships would be to send them as far as possible up 
the Mississippi River out of harm’s way.” Geneva 
talked mostly cruisers and merchant ships. All of 
which sounds very hard-boiled. Therefore it appeals 
to the “practical” mind. Meanwhile that same 
“practical” mind smiles with a faint scorn at the 
sweeping proposals to outlaw war and compel arbi- 
tration and conciliation. Besides the Briand proposal, 
two model plans to outlaw war were recently issued, 
one by Edward Bok’s American Foundation, the 
other by Professor Shotwell and Nicholas Murray 
Butler. These are expert and disinterested sources. 
But hist! They are idealistic; therefore pay them no 
heed. How much more practical it is to confer in- 
terminably about how many ships we shall have. 

How much more interestingly complicated it is to 
say that land armaments are another matter alto- 
gether, and aircraft still another, not to be bothered 
with this time! How much more fun to look forward 
to more and more conferences, and perhaps even to a 
nice big war to show how practical we have been! 


A mBaASssADOR Herrick has brought from France 


* * * 


Gearon Guass gives voice to a thought that is in 
many minds, namely, that Owen D. Young would 
be an ideal candidate for president on the Democratic 
ticket. No doubt Mr. Young would even be an ideal 
president. But he’s a great deal more useful where 
he is, in the réle described on this page last week, 
which is that of the outstanding business statesman. 
He is head of the General Electric Company and an 
active factor in a dozen other great enterprises. He 
was the creator of the Dawes plan. His hand is felt 
in education, economics, engineering, finance, com- 
merce, international affairs, labor relations, legal re- 


' drivers to the workhouse. 


form. He has done more important public jobs than 
any other non-politician of our generation. Politics is 
going out. Private and quasi-public statesmanship 
is coming in. It would be a crime against progress 
to waste such a man on the presidency. 


When Is a Drunk? 


Mastery definition of drunkenness has been made 

by a committee of the British Medical Associa- 
tion. There is no single test, they say. They put no 
trust in the rapid pulse, the repetition of phrases, 
walking a crack on the floor, or failure of the eyes to 
converge. They would observe jointly the state of 
clothing, smell of breath, ability to pick up a coin, 
deftness in turning round quickly and a dozen other 
things. More pure science is found in the Cincinnati 
traffic court system. There the suspected souse is 
tricked into giving a sample of his breath by blowing 
up a football. The captured breath is then passed 
through a gas which betrays the percentage of alcohol, 
and the intoxication graded as follows: 


Less than .1%...... Dry and decent 

2) 2 , ee Delighted and devilish 
., oY. eee Delinquent and disgusting 
., >. 2) Seeererr Dizzy and delirious 

Mp WD. Bos ceccs Dazed and dejected 

More than .5%..... Dead drunk < 


That procedure may do very well in sending taxi- 
But for daily social use, 
in the locker-room, the night-club and the home we 
cling to our well-tried formula: 

If you boast that you’re drunk, you’re not; if you 
insist you're sober, you’re drunk. 


* * ox 


One day this spring the seismograph at Washington 
shivered and recorded a terrific earthquake somewhere 
far off. No cable dispatch followed to tell where, 
until one month later, when the news came that it had 
struck at Kansu, China. The towers on the city wall 
and two pagodas 2,000 years old had fallen, and 
great numbers of people, including the chief magis- 
trate, had been killed. Few people here saw or read 
that. Fewer still remembered that seven years ago in 
that same Kansu 100,000 persons were killed by an 
earthquake which, as the New York Times says, was 
“one of the most appalling but least advertised 
calamities of modern times.” No, after all, it is not 
a small world, and there are millions of fellow humans 
of whose lives and deaths we hear little and care less. 
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One accomplishes a good deal more by preseverance than by 


impatience, as the following anecdote shows. 


While walking 


through the woods one day, Jones noticed a dead man. Accosting 
him, Jones asked politely, “Mister, will you tell me a fairy story, 
please?” There was a moment’s silence, then, “Dead men tell no 
tales,” responded the corpse stiffly. Jones never went out of his 


way to be polite again. 


Aviators Abroad 


(The scene is any American 
Embassy anywhere in Europe. 
Mrs. American Ambassador is 
seated at the breakfast table wait- 
ing for her husband to join her.) 

Mr. American Ambassador (en- 
tering the breakfast room from 
his office)—-Good morning, dear. 
What a wonderful day! Certainly 
wish I could go out in the country, 
but there’s a lot of work on the 
desk to clean up. Oh, by the way, 
what have you in the house for 
dinner tonight? 

Mrs. American 
(suspiciously) — 
Roast. Why? 

Mr. A. A.—Well, a couple of 
aviators are flying over from 
Omaha and they’ll probably arrive 
about dinner time. We'll have to 
feed them and put them up for 
the night, you know. Is the spare 
room available? 

Mrs. A. A.—Goodness, gra- 
cious! A body doesn’t get a bit 
of rest any more. I just can’t 
get the Embassy to rights! It’s 
all very well for these flyers to 
cross the ocean, but it certainly 
does upset the household. . . . 


Ambassador 
Yankee Pot 


Mr. A. A. (soothingly )—Now, 
now, dear. I know it’s been a 
strain on you, but you've been 
such a charming hostess! I'll tell 











you what we'll do. When the boys 
arrive tonight we'll all go to a 
nice, quiet little restaurant some- 
where. 


Mrs. A. A. (firmly)—We will 
do nothing of the kind. Do you 
think I want Mrs. Coolidge to say 
that I take the Embassy guests 
out to restaurants and have it 
noised about Washington? I 
should say not! 


(A loud, roaring sound is heard 
as an aeroplane gracefully lands 
on the Embassy Grounds and a 
tall, stalwart young aviator is 
ushered in.) 


Aviator—Hello, 
name is Allen. 
from Minneapolis. 
turb you... . 


Mrs. A. A.—You just make 
yourself perfectly at home, Mr. 
Allen. I think I*can rustle up 
some cold ham and potato salad 
for you right away. Land, but 
you must be hungry! Always de- 
lighted to have the aviators drop 
in on us.... Oh, Martha 
M-a-r-t-h-a, take the sewing 
machine out of the guest room 
and ask Bobby if he won’t bunk 
with Ted tonight so we can put 
the aviators from Omaha in Bob’s 
room when they arrive. 


folks. My 
Just flew over 
Sorry to dis- 


—Artuer L. LippMann 





Cover Artist—Now, Miss Gumm, if you can hold that diving 
pose about ten minutes. 
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Ah, These Ad Writers 


Shaving has always been a 
darned nuisance to me. It leaves 
my face red and raw with various 
sized cuts around the chin and 
Adam’s apple. Therefore you 
can imagine my joy when I read, 
in the advertising section of a 
prominent magazine, the story of 
an improved shaving cream. 

This cream, the ad explained, 
would tone up the pores of the 
skin, invigorate the whole face 
tissue and leave a healthy bloom. 
A lifetime of intensive specialized 
study of lather had gone into its 
manufacture. 

There was a photograph of a 
gentleman about to shave. His 
carefree smile radiated through 
an inch or so of billowy lather. 
Ah, how I envied him. This soap 
would increase in size a hundred 
times (or was it a thousand?) 
when a wet shaving brush was 
applied. A magnified cut showed 
how the fine bubbles got between 
the hairs and made them stand up 
while the razor slid gently across 
the face. 

If I would clip the coupon in 
the lower right hand corner of the 
advertisement and mail to their 
office, I would receive a sample 
tube free of charge. None of that 
for me, however. Why should I 
suffer for a week or so while 
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Crarty Hussanp—Well, Evelyn, I always say, “What’s 
sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander.” 


waiting for a sample? I deter- 
mined to go to the drug store at 
once and buy the big tube that 
would last me a couple of months. 

As I passed the bathroom door 


Hilfe 





“What’s this, Le Dernier Cri?” 
“Nope—knee plus ultra.” 


I paused a moment. Hereafter I 
would be a new man as far as 
shaving was concerned. Then 
and there I would have the pleas- 
ure of throwing the old tube out 
into my neighbor’s back yard. 

I grasped the tube firmly and 
made ready to throw. Then I 
took one last look at the cause of 
my sufferings. There was some- 
thing about that tube Why, 
darn it all. It was the same 
brand I had seen advertised. 


—Watter J. Hotmes 





At Dawning 


How doth the busy garbage man 
Improve morn’s rosy spell?, 
By emptying the garbage can 
And banging it like hell! 
—Farrrax Downey 


Plane Foolish 


First Air Pilot—I hate to see 
women breaking into this business 
—but then, they’re getting into 
everything. 

“Oh, yes—aviatrix in all 
trades.” 
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poN’T suppose that there is 
any good reason why Shake- 
speare shouldn’t be produced 
on Broadway in June, but I can 
think of at least a half dozen ex- 
cellent ones why I don’t feel much 
like going around for a look at 
him at such a time. I take it that 
I need not elaborate upon these 
reasons, since it is a pretty safe 
bet that you feel about the matter 
much as I do, and for reasons 
more or less similar. I know that 
you and I are rather idiotic to 
have such prejudices, but there 
they are. So that’s that. 
Therefore, when the Players’ 
Club revived “Julius Cesar” a 
few weeks ago, I took private 
counsel and delivered the follow- 
ing eloquent address to myself: 
“This attitude that you have, my 
boy, is all wrong. If you had 
the sense that you so objection- 
ably and constantly boast you 
have, you'd stop this nonsense 
about Shakespeare in hot weather 
—you know damwell that Shake- 
speare is every bit as worthy in 
hot weather as in cold—and shut 
up, go around quietly to the New 
Amsterdam Theater and do your 
duty.” So great an impression 
did my denunciation of myself 
have on me that I decided to 
follow the wholesome advice I 
gave myself. And around to the 
scene of the festivities I duly 
conducted Giorgio. But once in 
my seat I found the old prejudice 
crawling up within me and pres- 
ently getting in its dirty work. I 
found that I was not paying the 
attention to what was going on 
on the stage that I should have 
en paying. I found my mind 
wandering to Cunard liners, mint 
juleps, pastures filled with Socony 





° by Georpe Jeam Nathan. ¢ 


“The Second Man” (Guild)—This is a comedy 
that will tickle you. 


“*Abie’s Irish Rose” (Republic)—A five years’ 
failure. 


“Broadway” (Broadhurst)—The outstandin 
melodrama of several seasons. Excellently stag 
and admirably acted. 


“The Constant Wife’ (Elliott)—Ethel Barry- 
more in a sagacious comedy by W. S. Maugham. 


“The Road to Rome” (Playhouse)—A good idea 
inadequately treated. 


“Grand Street Follies’ (Little)—A revue that one 
can listen to without getting ear-ache. 


“Baby Mine” (Chanin)—Revival of a farce that 
had New York laughing seventeen years ago. 


“Padlocks of 1927" (Shubert)—Texas Guinan 
at stage centre. To be reviewed anon. 


“The Squall” (48th St.)—The bunk. 


“Ned McCobb’s Daughter” (Garrick)—If this is 
the play that certain reviewers say it is, something 
is wrong with this professor. 


“Rio Rita” (Ziegfeld)—Ziegfeld’s taste again 
made visible. 


“A Night in Spain” (44th St.) —You'll get some 
belly-laughs out of this one. 


“The Ladder’’ (Cort)—Zero minus. 


“The Circus Princess’ (Winter Garden)—A 
good show, with some salubrious clowning. 
“Queen High” (Ambassador)—Rubber-stamp. 
music show. 
“* Hit the Deck” (Belasco)—Ditto. 


“The Spider” (Music Box)—You'll also be di- 
verted by this tricky mystery melodrama. 


“Triple Crossed” (Wallack’ s)—And by this one, 
though it depends upon whether you've seen “The 
Spider’’ first. 


“In Abraham's Bosom’ (Provincetown)—The | 
Pulitzer prize play, whatever that means. 


“Merry-Go-Round” (Klaw)—Some amusing 
sketches, but otherwise none too original. 


“Saturday's Children” (Booth)—A comedy on 
connubial bliss that I commend to your attention. 


“Lombardi, Lid.”” (Cohan)—Revival of a dull 
one. 


“The Desert Song’’ (Casino)—Not up to the 
Casino mark. 


“Talk About Girls’ (Waldorf)—Someone else 
will have to tell you about it; I haven’t seen it. 


“Crime” (Times Square)—Samuel Shipman 
awards himself the Pulitzer prize. 


“The Play's the Thing” (Miller)—Amusing 
risqué farce-comedy. 

“Her Cardboard Lover” (Empire)—Middling 
French farce-comedy, none too well played. 


“The Barker’’ (Biltmore)—So-so melodrama 
with some fetching comedy moments. 


“Tommy” (Eltinge)—I can find little in it. 


a 7 Passes By’’ (Golden)—Mild English 
comed 


neat (Vanderbilt) —The descriptive ad- 
jective is “fair.” 


PO nee Lane” (Knickerbocker)—Same 


“Oh, Ernest!” (Carroll)—The descriptive adjec- 
tive is “rotten.” 


























and Bull Durham signs, one-piece 
bathing suits, gin rickeys and 
other such summertime concerns. 
And, I confess it, I wasn’t happy. 

When Cassius spoke, it was the 
sound of the sea that I heard with 
my far-off ear. When Julius lay 
dead, I found my eye miles away 
in the cool mountains. Mare 
Antony, Octavius, Brutus—the 
names and personages were con- 
fused in my absent-mindedness 
with Sussex, Brittany and Coney 
Island. Was it fair to pretend 
to review the performance under 
the circumstance? It surely was 
not. And so you will have to 
forgive me if I refrain from ex- 
pressing an opinion on it. As a 
matter of fact, I couldn’t express 
such an opinion if I wished to, 
for the simple reason that I didn’t 
have and haven’t got one. I sat 
in my seat, obediently and faith- 
fully; I kept my eyes politely on 
the stage; I kept my ears open. 
But I saw and heard blamed little 
of “Julius Cesar.” My mind 
wasn’t on the race. 

Each year, as you know, the 
Players’ Club puts on one of the 
classics. Unlike the Lambs’ 
Club, which goes in for vaude- 
ville, or the Friars’ Club, which 
goes in for Willie Collier and 
cracks at the Lambs, the Players’ 
Club—just a bit self-consciously 
—goes in for the higher dramatic 
art. Usually, by the time it 
makes its productions, I am to be 
discovered behind a large bottle 
of Sauterne somewhere in Europe. 
But this year found me still 
breathing in the odors of Fords 
and Buicks and—after the ad- 
dress to myself—on deck. I am 
sorry, therefore, that I cannot be 
of service to the Players with my 
pearls of critical wisdom. I bow, 

(Continued on page 27) 
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Speaking of vacations, why not 
stay in town all summer? And if 
you want entertainment we really 
can’t think of a more ideal form 
of fun than theatre parties. Cer- 
tainly summer is the best time to 


give them when all of the worth-* 


while plays have closed, all of 
your most desirable friends are 
away and the theatres are even 
more uncomfortable than usual. 


<> 

Choose the worst production 
running, and don’t think this is 
any snap, as there are any num- 
ber of atrocities to choose from. 
There really is no reason in 
bothering to arrive before the 
middle of the first act, and of 
course it’s absurd to arrange the 
seating of your party till you 
arrive. It’s much better to do it 
from the aisle when the party is 
all huddled together on each 
other’s toes. When you finally 
get seated, the rest of the audience 
rises and sings, “Good Morning, 
Merry Sunshine, How Did You 
Come So Soon?” You count three 
and your party rises and makes 
several swooping bows in appre- 
ciation of this touching ovation. 


Lea 


By the time you are all settled 
again, “the life of the party” has 
entered into the spirit of the thing 
and is loudly repeating each line 
of the play after each actor and 
is laughing uproariously at his 
incomparable humor. About this 
time you notice that you've tact- 
seat Mrs. 
Spoofus, who stutters, next to Mr. 
Goofus, who is slightly deaf. 
It doesn’t matter, really—they 
just go on and have their fun in 
their own little way. As a whole, 
everything seems to be just dandy. 





Tin | 


At intermission the party goes 
out to smoke, powder noses and 
various things. It’s not a bit 
necessavy to get back until the 
second act is well on its way. 
Then tie party is all settled down 
for a jolly good time. 


Six Best Steppers 


“Lazy Weather” (no show) 
“Slow Rivers” (no show) 
“Yes, She Do” (no show) 


“T’m Back in Love Again” 
(no show) 
“Hogan’s Alley” 
(Talk About Girls) 
“Baby Me” (Merry-Go-Round) 


nal 


The Diary of a Dub 

MONDAY: The fellows at the 
office collected five bucks from me 
today for a benefit fund. 

TUESDAY: I asked them 
who the benefit was for and they 
said it was for a fellow who has 
written some awfully good plays 
but is up against it now. 

WEDNESDAY: I'm glad I 
helped out that fund because it’s 
for a guy named Shakespeare and 
everybody knows that he has 
made a lot of people happy with 
his funny shows. 

THURSDAY: I told my girl 
friend about the benefit and she 
said they were making a sap out 
of me because Shakespeare is 


dead. I am going to find out to- 
morrow. 
FRIDAY: I did some sleuth- 


ing around in the library today 
and learned that my girl friend 
is right. I’m pretty mad and I’m 
going to tell that bunch of crooks 
at the office a few things. 
SATURDAY: I started jump- 
ing on the gang the first thing 
this morning, but instead of 
showing them up I made myself 
feel awfully cheap. They told 
me of course Shakespeare was 


dead, and that was why they 
were raising money for his 
widow. 


—Cuet JoHNnson 
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[ you believe that hoop-skirts 





should return to fashion, that 

the Democrats will win the 
next election, that America won 
the war, then go to see “Old San 
Francisco.” If you believe that 
any cultured Chinese gentleman 
would prefer a young American 
girl to a hundred of old China’s 
fairest, that all Chinamen smoke 
opium and quote Confucius, that 
all Irishmen sing tenor and are 
quick-witted, that Jonah lived in 
the belly of the whale, that if you 
break a mirror it will bring you 
seven years of bad luck, then 
you'll enjoy “Old San Francisco.” 
Warner Brothers’ latest epic is 

a Spanish potboiler garnished 
with Irish stew and chow mein. 
It starts with the Spanish inva- 
sion, includes the gold rush, old 
Chinatown, the naughty nineties, 
the famous earthquake and a 
blood-and-thunder plot of ethno- 
logical avarice and white slavery. 
Through all this excitement Miss 
Dolores Costello appeared very 
charming and but mildly agitated. 





by Pare Loremnt By 


Movies as Usual 


“Camille” —You wouldn’t know the old girl. 
“Casey at the Bat'’—The Gay Nineties rather 


“Cradle Snatchers’ —How did you like the Sny- 
der trial 
“E «fl Clothes’ —Mr. 
ies. 
“Fighting Love'"’"—A good actress positively 
helpless. 
“T he General’’—Buster Keaton and funny. 
“The Heart of Salome’’—As bad as it sounds, 
“Tt’’—Aunte Glyn, laddies. 
mann King of Kings’’—The life of Christ by De 


e. 

“ Knock-Out Reilly’»—Robust Richard Dix 
prize-fighting again. 

“Long Pants” —A good Harry Langdon picture. 

“* Love's ureatest Mistake’’—And how are you? 

“* Lovers’ —Surprisingly good under the circum- 
etances. 

“A Million Bid'’—Highly overestimated. 

“Mr. Wu’'—Slow and tiresome, 

“ Naughty but Nice’’—Neither. 

“The Potters’’—W. C. Fields is always worth 
seeing. 

“* Resurrection’’—The story but not the charac- 
ter of the novel. 

“The Rough Riders’’—Hurrah for Roosevelt! 

—— Wild’’—Good only because Fields is 
in i 


Menjou, ladies and 


“ Ritey’ "—Fair entertainment. 

“The Sunset Derby’’—Horses. horses, horses. 

“Time to Love’’—Raymond Griffith. The first 
half is funny. 

“The Unknown'"’—If you like creepy movies. 

“When a Man Loves'’—If, when and as Mr. 
Barrymore does. 

Dumb. 


“The Whirlwind of Youth’ — 
“White Gold’’—Fairly good. 
“Wolf's Clothing’’—Overdone but well worth 


seeing. 
—And Unusual 
, Rd, Beloved Rogue'’—Barrymore does real well 
y 


“Chang —E. xcellent and thrilling. 
“ Metropolis’’—See it by all means. 
“Secrets of a Soul’’—Freudian theme wonder- 
fully manag 
“Stark iw it really is both. 
a a of the Soil’’—Old-fashioned but very 
good. 





Taxi-Driver—What! 


No tip? 
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She probably knew all along that 
things were going to come out 
all right. 

However, there is one element 
that makes “Old San Francisco” 
especially sickening. It is re- 
ligion. The God of the movies 
may use spotlights instead of 
handwriting on the wall, but he 
is still the Old Testament 
Jehovah; he may use camera 
angles to show that virtue -will 
out instead of a thunderous voice; 
but the God of the movies is still 
as Semitic as he ever was in 
Palestine. He may use Catholic 
and Protestant symbols for the 
sake of the box office, but he is 
still the God who destroyed the 
enemies of the Chosen People of 
Israel. 

In “Old San Francisco” he 
triumphs over the heathen God 
of the Chinese. In fact, the 
heroine is being sold to a white 
slaver when she repeats the Lord’s 
Prayer; result: the San Francisco 
earthquake. (Which is at least a 

(Continued on page 26) 
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Dentist (to talkative pa-- 
tient)—Open your mouth and 
shut up. 

—Grorce Wasutneton Guost 


He had only met her two 
minutes before when he said, 
“Come on, Kid, let’s neck.” 

“Sir,” she said, “don’t you ever 
get slapped for saying that?” 

“Sure,” he replied; “but I get 
some darn good necking, too.” 

—Penn Strate Frotu 


ARM 


Bill Donahue—Have you heard 
our suspender song? 
Pete Drum—No, how does it 
go? 
Bill Donahue—‘It All De- 
pends on You.” 
—I.Luinois SirEN 


eS 


Peter Cabriski had secured his 
first naturalization papers. The 
English language, thought Peter, 
was mere child’s play to him. At 
the next session of the night 
school he recited brilliantly, filled 
with confidence. 

The class was studying a well- 
known book. The teacher came 
across the expression, “Sunday 
clothes.” 

“Does anyone know what that 
means?” asked the teacher. 

No one answered. Finally she 
turned to Peter. 

“Do you know, Peter?” she 
said. 

“Sure,” he replied, with a pity- 
ing look at his classmates. ‘“He’s 
the man that brings presents to 
good little children.” 


—Dartrmovutu Jack-o’-LantTeRN | 


Absent-Minded Business Man 
(after kissing his wife)—Now, 
dear, I will dictate a couple of 
letters —Arizona Kirty Kat 


FS 


Try this one on your girl: Get 
her to say “Stewed prunes” with 
her eyes closed. It’s easy. 

—Texas Rancer 











The hen is immortal because 
her son never sets. 
—Micuican GarGoy.ie 


eS 


Pete—Boy, my girl is good 
necking. 
Al—lI'll says she is! 
Pete—What’s that? 
Al—I say, is she? 
—Nepraska AwGwan 








The coach told him to do some shadow boxing, and he waited 


for the shadow to hit first. 


—Yate Recorp 
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This is a picture of Alci- 
biades and his Ford. Alcibiades 
does not show in the picture 
because he is three miles down 
the road putting a tack back 
where his tire picked it up. 
Alcibiades is very particular 
about such things. 

—Oun1o Green Goat 


Professor—See here, my man, 
who in the devil told you to plant 
all that new shrubbery in my 
front yard? 

Gardener—Why, your wife, of 
course. 

Professor—Mighty pretty, isn’t 
it? —Wasasu CaveMAN 


ee] 


Stoic—Mrs. Bloatz says she 
talked with the spirit of old Bil 
last night. 

Skeptic—Yeh? What’s he try- 
ing to do—stage a comeback? 

—Corne_t Wivow 





It isn’t the original cost .. 


We never yet heard of an 
absent-minded professor who for- 
got to flunk anyone. 

—Ruteers CHANTICLEER 
ttt 

He’s not shot if you can still 
see the whites of his eyes. 

—Boston Beanpor 
Be Bd 


A handkerchief belonging to 
William Penn has been found. It 
will be placed in the museum and 
labeled: The 
wiper. 

—WesterN Reserve Repcar 


Penn- 


Original 
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“Jim proposed to me again.” 
“What did he propose this 
time?” 
—N. Y. U. MepLey 


. it’s the pup keep! 
—CaRNEGIE PupPET 








“I love to see a man flunk a 
pipe.”—Prof. McCosh. 
—STANFORD CHAPARRAL 


“Do you think autos are ruin- 
ing the younger generation?” 
“No, I think the younger gen- 
eration is ruining the autos.” 
—N. Y. U. Meptey 


a 


Little Boy (returning from 
swim )—Mother, papa certainly is 
a good swimmer. 

Mother — Why, sonny, your 
papa cannot swim a stroke. 

Little Boy—Well, anyway, he 
can sure stay under water a long 
time. —Prenn Puncn Bow. 


AAS 


He was a sad young man, 
standing at the side of his rather 
dilapidated Ford which had 
stalled on the highway. 

“Can you spare me some 
gasoline?” he asked, as I slowed 
down. 

“Yes, most assuredly, I can 
spare you some gasoline,” I said. 

“I shall want quite a bit of 
gasoline,” he went on. “Can you 
spare it?” 

“Yes, I think I can even do 
that,” I replied. 

“In fact, I shall want all the 
gasoline you have,” he said. He 
looked at what I had, and ap- 
peared contented. Then a devilish 
smile crept over his face. 

“Now,” he said, “will you help 
me carry it over here and pour 
it on my car? And by the way, 
have you a match?” 

—Princeton TIGER 
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Why the cow jumped over the moon. 


Moon Magic 
(Continued from page 5) 
over the stoic, unimaginative 


ledgers. They romped across the 
calculating machines and tumbled 
on the typewriter keyboards. And 
then came a timid knock on the 
door and Maggie Reilly, twenty- 
second floor scrubwoman, apolo- 
getically entered. 

Oh, great is the wonder of the 
moonlight! Oh, potent is its 
wizardry! Full in its mellow 
rays stood Maggie and the pale 
light transformed her into some- 
thing radiantly beautiful as 
Henry turned to gaze at her. He 
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saw no forty-four-year-old woman 
with red, toil-hardened hands in 
a faded gingham apron about 
whom clung an aroma of aromatic 
suds and scouring powders. 

“You're working late, Mr. 
Peterson,” said Maggie; “might I 
do the floors? And could I, 
maybe, get you a cup of coffee 
from the lunch wagon? Sure, and 
you should take better care of 
yourself,” 

Who was this ravishing creature 
in the moonlight? Who was this 
fairy princess? Henry slipped 
from his stool and looked long 
and earnestly at her. Finally he 


cleared his throat and words 
tumbled from him in a torrent. 
The same moonlight that kissed 
lovers in some Spanish garden far 
across the sea, the same moonlight 
that mischievously splashed on 
Youth and Maid the world over, 
worked its magic on Henry and 
he spoke earnestly of his modest 
savings, his lonesomeness, his 
yearning, his groping. Sweetly he 
sang his Song of Love, and Prin- 
cess Maggie’s eyes glowed until 
they became two orbs of reflected 
light as she gazed upon her Prince 
Charming high in his castle tower. 
Then the moon, the rascal, smiled 
contentedly and moved on, for his 
work had been done. 

City Hall and the Marriage 
License Bureau the next day! A 
little three-room apartment in the 
Shirley Arms in the Bronx! A 
three-room suite for two hundred 
and eighty-five complete! A ship 
model on the mantelpiece, a five- 
tube radio set, carpet slippers and 
an easy chair! This was life; this 
was living! For ten days the 
office saw nothing of Henry Peter- 
son. Then one morning he came 
back, hung up his hat and 
methodically opened his ledger. 
But there was no mocking note on 
his desk now! Henry said a 
silent little prayer of gratitude. 
Maybe these young people in the 
office weren’t so bad after all. 
Maybe they realized that someone 
did care for him. After all, he 
wasn’t totally bald yet. ... 
Debit cash and credit J. Jones 
. . . three times eight are twenty- 
four. . . . Credit H. Smith and 
debit Accounts Receivable. 

That night as the moon sailed 
across the heavens, he climbed the 
three flights to his Dream Apart- 
ment and Princess Maggie opened 
the door as a delectable odor of 
broiling steak floated out. She 
kissed her Knight and he cere- 
moniously presented her with a 
twent-five cent bunch of violets. 
They sat close to each othef at 
the little gate-leg table and Henry 
opened his napkin. A little slip 
of paper fell out and dropped to 
the floor. And as he stooped to 
pick it up he noticed that it con- 
tained these words neatly typed 
in capitals: 

“YOU GREAT BIG BEAUL- 
TIFUL MAN!” 


FUNNYBOVES’ 


Pessimistic Note—What is 
home without a mutter? 
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Eclipse. 


Is Prohibition Working? 
(Continued from page 6) 
circles, so we drove around until 
we spied a very official circle, then 
we walked right in and investi- 
gated. It was just like Senator 
Goof, of West Virginia, said. 
“Mr. Waters,” he said, “Prohibi- 
tion may be wrong, but right or 
wrong, my country!” And with 
tears dropping from his eyes into 
his beer, the fine old statesman 
turned away from the bar. Mr. 
Gordon was so impressed he 
offered the Senator a_ cigar. 
“Thanks, I never smoke,” the 
Senator replied modestly, putting 
the cigar in his pocket. And so 
with many handshakes we left the 
capital city. “Good-by and God 
Bless You,” we cheered above the 
roar of the propellers, waving our 
investigating pennants in fare- 

well, 

“Good-by,” floated back the 
beer-laden voice of the old 
Senator, “and remember Prohibi- 
tion may be wrong ” but a 





passing fleet of Mack trucks 
drowned out his last tender 
words. We'll write again from 
Atlanta. Love and kisses, the 


cominittee. 
Boozy Waters, 
GumsHoE Gorpon. 


(Nore—The next report of the 
committee: “Drinking Through 
Georgia,” will appear in an early 
issue. ) 

eB 


“T can’t understand,” explained 
the restaurant manager, “why 


customers complain. This soup is 
really excellent.” 

“They wouldn’t grumble, sir,” 
replied the waiter, “if the chef 
would admit it is soup. He says 
—ANSWERS 


it’s coffee.” 


INSIST ON 
THIS LABEL 


You don’t try on underwear before 
you buy it. The LABEL is your sole 
assurance of fit, wear, and comfort. 
That’s why millions of satisfied wearers 
always insist on the “B. V. D.” red 
woven label. 
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“B. V. D.” Union Suits, Men’s $1.50, Youths’ 85c. 
“B. V. D.” Shirts and Drawers, 85c the garment 


Extra large sizes obtainable 
at an additional charge 


The B. V.D. Company, Inc., N. Y. 
Sole Makers “B.V.D.’”’ Underwear 


Be Sure to SEE it’s ‘“‘B. V. D.”’ 


©1927 
The B. V. D. Co., Inc. 
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Ever welcome, “<> 
week-end gift, 


ensuring freshness and careful hand- 
ling. Dealer inquiries invited. 


That Good 
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“The fellow going out must -be worth watching; just look at the 


crowd following him.” 


“Rather; those are the boys who sell his lost balls.” 


Judging the Movies 


(Continued from page 21) 
novel explanation of that earth- 
quake. ) 

An old actor the other day, in 
speaking of movie criticism in 
general, remarked, “You can’t 
take them seriously.” 

Certainly, you don’t have to go 
to the movies. There are a few 
bright comedians; a Chaplin; a 
Griffith, a W. C. Fields, and there 
are a few intelligent directors. 
But here is the situation: the pro- 
ducers own three-fourths of the 
movie houses in this country. 
They are powerful beyond estima- 
tion. Already they have cut 
down on salaries and production 
costs. In the future expect the 
maximum of hooey and a mini- 
mum of expenditure. They must 
appeal to the masses for their 
huge profits. 

What of it? Remember, then, 
that the majority of the people 
of this country live in small com- 
munities. Remember that their 
largest emporium is the movie 
theater. Remember that these 
people go day after day and 
night after night and that the 
ideas of morality and nationalism 
they see put forth are impressed 
on them, photographed on what 
passes for their minds. Remem- 
ber that this believing movie 
audience is a voting majority and 
then start. saving for your steamer 
ticket. 

Certainly you don’t have to 
take the movies seriously. Had 


—Passinc SHow 


you lived in Salem, you need not 
have taken witch-burning seri- 
ously—unless, of course, they 
selected you as a witch. 

There have been a few enter- 
taining and intelligent films made 
in this country. Mechanically, 
the movies have progressed. Mor- 
ally, they still support super- 
stition instead of religion and 
vulgar prudery instead of civilized 
freedom. The Puritans never had 
a better handmaiden. The God 
of the movies gets more excited 
over the Fate Worse than Death 





“Out a bit late, aren’t you?” 


a 


than he does over War or Famine. 

Such films as “Old San Fran- 
cisco,” blessed by the Old Testa- 
ment God, and spread into every 
hamlet and city in the country, 
will do more to strengthen petty 
superstitions and foster social 
hatred and_ generally retard 
civilization in the United States, 
if any, than it is pleasant to con- 
template. You don’t have to go 
to the movies, but you do have to 
live with people who do go to 
any and all and who, which is 
far more deadly, haven’t the per- 
spective not to be influenced by 
what they see. If you don’t be- 
lieve me, wait until the next presi- 
dential election. 


sR 


“It often happens,” says a 
doctor, “that a man who is a 
lunatic is entirely ignorant of the 
fact.” Unless he happens to be 
married, of course.—Hvumonristr 


a ad 


There are over one million laws 
in force in the United States. 
Another one is evidently needed, 
making murder illegal in Chicago. 

—Lonpon OPINION 
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What this country needs is 
an old-fashioned spiritious 
revival, 

i cee, 


Judge pays $5 for each one printed 


“Yes, p’r’aps I am, but it’s the only chawnce us pedestrians 


got. 


—Lonpon OPINION 














Judging the Shows 


(Continued from page 18) 


apologize and ask for forgiveness. 

One of the features of the pro- 
duction was the personnel of the 
Roman mob. This mob was re- 
cruited from such members of the 
club as Don Marquis, George 
Middleton, Edgar Lee Masters, 
Clayton Hamilton and _ Bruce 
Bairnsfather. I had trouble in 
locating some of these fine old 
actors in the crowd on the stage, 
but, unless my eyes deceived me, 
I did succeed in spotting Clayton. 
His performance was full of 
nuance, verve, brio and élan: a 
veritable masterpiece of histrionic 
endeavor. I think the boy has a 
future ahead of him. 


II 


At the Selwyn Theater there 
has recently been on exhibition a 
drama with music called “Na- 
miko-San,” with a company 
headed by the Japanese songbird, 
Tamaki Miura. I got to the 
theater in due time and composed 
myself to pass judgment on the 
entertainment. But when 9.45 
came around and “Namiko-San” 
had not yet shown any signs of 
getting under way, I made my 
adieux to Dr. Mike Selwyn, the 
house manager, and departed. 

The time from 8.30 to 9.45 
P. M. was occupied by a lot of so- 
called ballet divertissements and 
pantomimes that were not only 
terrible, but that, so far as I 
could make out, had no more to 
do with announced bill of the eve- 
ning than did Hubert’s Museum 
across the street. I trust that I 
betray no confidence when I say 


street, the look that I seemed to 
discern on the estimable Mike’s 
face impressed me as one of acute 
envy. 
ee 
She—Yes, he strongly disap- 
proved of my frock. 
He—And what did you do? 
She—Oh, I just laughed it off. 
—Lonpon Opinion 


I eschew very » 
confidentially, 
ain’t she sweet! 











that, when I galloped up the — 
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When you discover, publicly, that the ( 
moths have feasted upon your dinner 
jacket . . . be nonchalant . . . light a 


MURAD CIGARETTE 


MURAD 


For those who feel entitled to life’s better things 
© 1927, P. Lorillard Co., Est. 1760 


























Optimists tell us that we are 
to have a magnificent summer 
this year. Let us hope it will be 
on a Saturday. —Eve 

Bal 


Departing Guest — Enjoyed 
ourselves? Oh, yes! What I’m 
upset about is leaving your hotel 
so soon after I’ve bought it. 

—Tir Birs 


oe 


Nearly every cinema actress has 
long, slender fingers. The con- 
tinual slipping on and off of 
wedding rings must wear down 
the fingers in time. 

—Lonpon Opinion 























“Clear to the 


“Drive me to the East 
End,’’ he commanded 
the London cabby. 


‘“‘Whereabouts in the 
East End, Gov’nor?”’ 


“Clear to the end!” 


“But no one ever goes 
there,” the astonished 
cabby replied. 


“IT know it—that’s why 
was the la- 
conic answer. And Jack 
London lived for months 
in the unspeakable filth 
of the East End of Lon- 
don, getting material for 
his book, “People of the 
Abyss,” that shocked all 
England at the begin- 


I’m going,” 


ning of the century. 


He wrote earnestly and 
sincerely of life as he 
saw it. His stories are 
being appreciated now 
by another generation— 
if you have never read 
London you should avail 
yourself of this oppor- 


tunity! 


HAWKINS PUBLISHING CO., 
627 West 43rd Street, 
New York, N. Y. 


Here is a dollar. Send the two 
volumes of Jack London postpaid to: 


=< = oe ee oe ee oe ee ee ee ee ee se ee ee ee ee ee ye 
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We offer these two 
volumes containing his 


most noteworthy short 
stories, over twenty in 
all. The books are 


bound in gold stamped 
covers and printed on a 
fine quality paper. Orig- 
inally this comprehen- 
sive selection appeared 
in three volumes and at 
a high price—this two 
volume set will be sent 
to you for $1.00 post- 


paid. 





Just slip the clipping and 
a dollar in an envelope 
for the two volumes—ideal 
books to take with you 


on your vacation. 
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High Hat 
(Continued from page 10) 

four teaspoonfuls of sugar, dash 
of Italian Vermouth, one egg and 
cracked ice, and shake plenty, 
. - This is enough for four 
people, that is, ordinary people. 
. I can’t stand this much 


longer! 
-}— 


“Red” Steinberg, of Boston, 
contributes a queer one . . . one 
large shot of Goldwasser. . .. 
I’ve been around a lot, man and 
boy, but Goldwasser is a new one 
on me! . . . However, here’s the 
rest of it. . . . Add two dashes 
of Jamaica rum and a dash of 
maraschino juice. Pardon 
me while I remove my coat and 


vest, 
oh. 








Have you ever tried a hooker 
of Cognac in iced coffee? ‘ 
Boys, it’s a _ libation, but | 


wouldn’t advise you to try too | 


much of it, as the coffee is. apt to 
keep you awake. . . . And if you 
don’t like coffee, try a shot of 
Gordon Water in iced tea. . . . 
Migod, what’s the younger gen- 
eration coming to! 


Doty 


A Londoner was showing an 
American student around, but 
without exciting much enthusiasm. 

“What do you think of that?” 
when facing a fine site. 

“Well,” was the reply, “it’s not 
a bad-sized building, but there’s 
only one. I could show you 
hundreds like that in New York.” 

“I won’t argue on that point,” 
said the Englishman. “That's a 
lunatic asylum.” 

—Birminouam Weexty Post 
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Squire—I am sorry. I had 
no idea your wife had died. 

Yoxet—Ah, yes, zur. Whet 
with ’er dying and me getting 
married agen, I’ve ’ad a ter- 
ruble ’ard time of it this 
winter. —GaleTy 








—GAIETY 


So This Is Love 


“And if I ever see you with her 
again, all is over between us.” 

“T knew all the time that you’d 
much rather have gone with her 
than with me.” 

“Well, you might have asked 
me to, anyway.” 

“Yes, I know. You're always 
pretending you’re so busy.” 

“That’s not true. He never did 
all the time I knew him.” 

“Anyway, he’s not always tell- 
ing me what to do.” 

“TI hate you!” 


—Lonpon Opinion 








LIZZIE OCyABels 


Can’t do, do, do, what it done, 
done, done, before. 
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The New Model 


Pocket Gen 
$150 


You will like this new model 
Pocket Ben. 


The service it will give is 
equaled only by its good 
looks. You will especially 
like its attractive, easy-to- 
read dial. 

It’s asturdy, steady, faith- 
ful friend — just the watch 
you'll want to carry every 
day. 

The New Model Pocket 
Ben is sold everywhere. 
Price $1.50. With luminous 
night-and-day dial $2.25. 


WESTERN CLOCK COMPANY 
La Salle, Illinois 
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You Can Insure 


our trades in the stock market 
the proper use of options. 
They possess other important 
features and offer great money 
making possibilities when used 
for trading purposes. 
Send for Descriptive Circular J. 


S.H.WILCOX & CO., Inc. 
PUTS and CALLS 


Guaranteed by Members of 
New York Stock Exchange 


66 Broadway New York 
Phone HANOVER 8350 














Teaspoonful of Abbott’s Bitters on half 
Grapefruit, a delightful breakfast tonic. 
Sample bitters by mail 25 cts. in stamps. 


C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





CLARK'S FAMOUS 


CRUISES 
Jan. 16, 1928; Round the World (west- 
ward) $1250 up; Jan. 25, 1928, to the 
Mediterranean $600 up. Europe stop-over. 
Norway—Mediterranean, each Summer; $600 
Rates inclade hotels, guides, drives, fees. 
FRANK C. CLARK, Times Bidg., N. Y. 
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Horizontal Vertical 
1. Upon what foundation is the human family built? 1. What was Goliath after his bout with David? 
(plural). 2. What do reformers work for? 
9. Upon what visionary foundation is romance built? 3. Who was the only girl in the world? 
14. Name something which is always hot stuff. 4. In what state is Baton Rouge? (abbr.). 
15. Namea kind of precious stones (plural). 5. What — is used to denote motion toward 
17. Who said, “My only regret is that I have but one a place 
life to give to my country’? 6. What is usually open to poets? 
18. What can be found on the other side of the St. 7. What would some people rather make than 
Lawrence River? money? ‘ 
20. Name a word meaning “thrown out” which often 8. What is a good way to get home in a hurry? 
ets into crossword puzzles. 10. What is the briefest abbreviation for people who 
22. What should never be seen in stockings? hog the roads? 
23. What abbreviation means “that is’’? 11. What is corn often found on? __ a 
24. What would you buy if you wanted to see the 12. What is the astringent salt used in medicine? 
world? 13. Where would be a beastly place to spend the 
26. What is another name for a proclamation? ‘summer? : 
28. Whocan rarely ever be found at home these days? 16. What is the past tense of a very moving verb? 
M eens 19. What instruments give heavenly music? 
29. Name a bewitching person. That i 
oe Wied iat einen eal ke? 21. What is another name for a morsel, a fragment? 
° + 18 It always a mistake to make? 24. Name something that has lots of feet (plural). 
82. Whois the guilty party? 25. Givea preposition meaning by, by means of. 
34. What would be a good name for a bright boy? 27. What often gets broke when the kids play around? 
35. What word means “‘to have existence’’? Fo ay something swell. un? 
36. N thing the Ameri riator does. ; t is a recess in a wa 
wey ewes Sram Aupeneergi an ~ — 32. What has every effect—in the nature of things? 
37. What do the babies do to get along? 33. Wha A rs 
- . . t do certain criminals have to stand for? 
39. By what name is a poor little pup known? (Obsolete in some sections.) 
40. What is always being walked over by the younger 7 : ine 
, 35. What causes a soldier to give up the bunk? 
‘generation? 36. What would be useful if you wanted to beat it? 
41. What is Jackie Coogan? 38. What would a young person have to wait some 
42, What are two holy men of the East? time to become? , 
43. What ase cigarette lighters rarely ever good for? 39. Many a wise bird gets caught in these. 
44. What causes married men to go home early? 41. ~~ 4 would many an employee like to fire 
45. Name a famous American flyer. ee : : . 
46. Give an often used and misused pronoun. 42. = packs tate ywe seem to be satisfied until 
47. What is good for a drive? 44. What is the alluvial land found in the river's 
48. Who usually has a hard time getting a legacy? mouth? 
50. What are movie actresses often seen in? 45. What remains upright—in even the wildest ar- 
52. What does a farmer do before breakfast? tist's studio? = nikki 
54. Name a note in the musical scale. 47. Give a poetic abbreviation for “it is. : 
56. What kind of people are never flighty? 49. ee spirit that isn’t usually as fine as it used 
58. Give a boy’s nickname. “ea 
$0. What is another name for the old block himecit? 52; What is always at the threshold? (plural). 
é 53. Upon what are records made? 
60. What would make any dog mad? ; 55. t is sometimes sad? (This will prove your 
62. Who carries the weight of the world on his shoul- metal.) 
ders? : 57. What is a lady of high degree? 
64. What poor fish gets into all crossword puzzles? 59. What should be left alone when it’s green? 
65. Name a famous Southern beverage. 61. How should the poet write “‘before’’? 
67. Name a famous violinist. 63. What is a bag for plants? 
69. At what kind of combat is the female of the spe- 64. Name something that lasts a long, long time. 
cies supreme? 66. Name a point on the compass. 
70. What are exposed on Fifth Avenue this season? 68. What little word often causes an unhappy ending? 
71. 69. What kind of uniform does the infantry wear? 


What — describes a fellow who plays sec- 
ond ? 


(abbr.). 
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Judge’s Own 
Contributor’s Corner 





R. B. Fuller 


R. B. Fuller is better known to 
thousands of readers under the 
pseudonym of R. B. Fuller, or, 
when the whim seizes him, as 
R. B. Fuller. Several weeks ago 
he was seized by a whim and 
narrowly escaped with his life, 
a possession of which he is very 
proud. His passionate hobby is 
the collecting of clouds, which he 
collects as you or I would old 
salmon tins or paper clips, and 
keeps them in a small barn espe- 
cially constructed for that pur- 
pose. This is called a distillery, 
and is MORE fun, believe me. 
Ralph is a dead shot with the air 
rifle and likes nothing better than 
to pack his knapsack and spend 
the rest of the day in bed. He is 
a graduate of the Patterson 
School of Practical Embalming, 
Rutgers Prep, and Mt. Holyoke, 
where he stroked the crew for 
three years. He has been mar- 
ried two weeks, but otherwise is 
a dead game sport. He will be a 
month old July 16. 
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Here lies a Miser, uncannily shrewd, 
Who bet he could live without water 











or food. ’ 

If ir, or he couldn't ’tis hard 

._ to decide, 

For before it was proven the old 
geezer died. 














Lanner sta coth Sort tep 











lose to this enemy 


When health breaks down and youth vanishes 
the cause can often be traced to dread Pyorrhea. 
Its toll is paid in loss of youth, facial disfigure- 
ment and such ills as rheumatism, neuritis and 
stomach troubles. , . . A terrible penalty for neg- 
lect that is levied on 4 persons out of § past 40 
and thousands younger. 

Never become easy prey to Pyorrhea. You can 
protect yourself against its attack by practicing 
a little care. See your dentist once every six 
months and start using Forhan’s for the Gums. 

Be the fortunate one out of five. Keep gums 
firm and healthy. Keep teeth snowy white and 
free from acid decay. Use Forhan’s, morning and 
night, every day. Teach your children this habit. 
They'll like the taste of Forhan’s. It is health 
insurance. At all druggists—in tubes, 35¢ and 6oc. 


Formula of R. J. Forban, D. D.S. 
Forhan Company, New York 


Forhans for the gums 


MORE THAN A TOOTH PASTE 
-- IT CHECKS PYORRHEA 

















—nausea, dizziness and faintness 
caused by all forms of Travel Mo- 
tion. Sea, Train, Auto, Car or Air 
Travel Sickness yields promptly to 
Mothersill’s. 36 
75c. & $1.50 at Drug Stores or direct 
The Mothersill Remedy Co., Ltd. 
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SEASICK 


A tiny thing to carry, in vest pocket 
or handbag—a big help when you 
need it. The handy pocket manicure 
cleans, trims and files nails quickly 
and easily, anywhere, used by either 
hand. Gem 50c, Gem Jr. 35c, 


THE H. C.COOK CO., 3 Beaver St., Ansonia, Conn. 























Attention, Mr. Farr 
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Another Appreciation 
] Ico 
Thanks 1 1 fer pr ot 
ter from Henry Shx ,. of S 
Barbara, California, in your Turk 
number The fell iunniecr ti 
Andy Gump 
Imagine him t g embraced by a 
woman he had never met! Evident 
Henry sings the old song, “Lips that 
touch liquor shall never touch mit 


I can appreciate | reaction from 
a father who was habitually soused; 
all extremes are reprehensible B 
why, Henry, go to the opposite ey 
treme? To Henry, it 
there is no god but 
Volstead is his prophet. 
Yours for Al Smith, 
Tr. C. Hoepfner 
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Memphis, Tenn 


June 4, 1927 


Skeptical 
Editor Junee: 

I notice in the “Judge for Yourself” 
department of your magazine, issue 
of June 4th, another letter signed by 
one “Henry Sherman,” of Santa Bar- 
bara, California. 

May I inquire if these communica- 
tions are REAL? Or are they merely 
written by a member of the staff to 
draw down (which thes 
seem to do, all right)? Sincerely, I 
do not believe there is any sane man 
who would make such an utter ass 
of himself in print as “Henry Sher 
man” does. 

Yours very truly, 
Louis L. Richardson 
Medford, Ore. 
June 3, 1927 
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A Good Joke 


Editor Juver: 

Ouch, my side! I have laughed 
myself into slow decline over the joke 
in your June 4th number. By the 
joke, I refer to a letter written you 
by one Henry Sherman, of Santa 
Barbara, California. This ought to 
take first prize and you ought to put 
him on your regular staff; such naive 
humor is rare. 
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f Wa G n 
Dear Orv Tuinc—Must I cross here, Constable? 

to go to my bank a little further down on this side. 
—Hvmorist 
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EDWARD LANGER PRINTING ©O., INC., 
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JAMAICA, N.Y. 
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: JOHNSTON & MURPHY 


Shoe fore Men 


active life out-of-doors ...a timely 
informality of attire. 

White buckskins, designed with less 
restraint. Trimmed im black or tan— 
the latest gentleman's oxford for 
sport wear. Johnston & Murphy 
always catches the spirit of the season. 


THE 
JOHNS Gseeny 
=e HOE 


Newark, N. J. 












White buckskin oxfords trimmed in 
black or tan. J.& M. footwear is featured 
by a leading dealer near you. 








Camels—created for enjoyment 
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THE people of this modern age are the 
busiest workers of all time. But they are 
wise enough to seek relaxation, and they 
place Camel first among cigarettes. 

For Camel is the modern word for en- 
joyment. In your work and in your play, 
through busy days or restful evenings, 
Camel will answer your every mood. 

The world’s largest tobacco organiza- 
tion secures the best of everything for 
Camels. The choicest tobaccos grown. 





Such blending as you never dreamed of 
for enhancing the taste of fragrant to- 
baccos. And through it all a skill and 
sureness in producing the world’s best. 

Modern smokers are the hardest to 
please ever known. And they find their 
favorite in Camel. No other cigarette in 
any age was ever so popular as Camel is 
today. Your supreme tobacco pleasure is 
waiting for you here. 

“Have a Camel!” 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, WINSTON-SALEM, N.C. 











